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like a man who was shattered with age and nerves.
Then he signed to the little girl, who darted across
the room and fetched an old leather bag which the
doctor laid on the bed and opened. From it he took a
syringe and a needle and some odds and ends, a piece
of cotton wool and a spray of ether.
She merely gave one single groan as the needle
pierced her loose flesh. Her arms, I noticed, had been
pierced at many points and were merely skin and bone
now. But he handled her gently and rubbed the
point where the needle had pierced when the injection
was over.
Then he turned to rne and with a look of sadness
in his face, said: " Morphia' It's all I can give her
now. Poor Mary."
And he left her, lying in her bed with the little girl
looking on, frightened, and staring at the haggard
face and trying to brush back the old lady's dishevelled
hair. And the old man walked away from'her towards
his easy-chair in which I had so often seen him from
the road, wearing as he did now, his pink, striped
pyjama suit
I looked on, a little lost at what I had seen and
unsure of what I should do I waited. The old man
sat himself down in Ms easy-chair and put up his
legs. Then, as if he had forgotten me, he uttered with
a jerk " Don't wait. Thank you, my friend."
I took the hint and quietly left the room, closing
the door behind me and went upstairs to Judy, who
was anxious and waiting for me